DAVID GWTN
GWYN was a Briton bold who pined a slave in
the hulks of Spain,
Taken years since in some mad emprise with Francis
Drake on the Spanish main.
Long in that cruel country he shared the captive's bitter
and hapless lot;
Slowly the dead years passed and left him dreaming still
of the days that were not,
Of tiny Radnor, or stately Brecknock, or Cardigan's
rain-swept heights maybe,
Or green Caermarthen, or rich Glamorgan, or Pem-
broke sitting on either sea.
Sickening within his squalid prison, while still as the
circling seasons came
The fierce sun beat on the brown Sierras, springtide
and summer and autumn the same.
Almost hope failed the dauntless sailor, chained in an
alien and hateful land,
Lonely and friendless, starved and buffeted, none to pity
or understand,
Pining always and ageing yearly as slow time whitened
and bowed his head,
While longing and hate burned high and higher as life
sank lower and hope fell dead,
With brutes for his gaolers, and felons for comrades,
bound to him constantly night and day,
Eleven summers, eleven winters wasted their wearisome
length away.
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